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The Hiftorie. 

Prirce.l, and marke thec toiacke. 

Falst.Do fo,for it is worth thc liftning to,thcfe ninc in Blick- 
rom that I told thce of. 

Trince. So,two more alreadie, 

Fal/t. Thcir pointsbeingbroken. 

Toy Downcfell thcir hofo. 

Falft. Bcgan to giue mc ground: but T foilowcd mc dofe, came 
in,foot,and hand, and with a thought , (cucn of the elcuen I paid. 
Pr in . O monftrous! eleuen Buckrom men growne out oftwo, 
Fal. But as the diuell would haue it,three misbegottcn knauej 
in Kertdall grcene came at my backe, and let driuc at mce, for it 
was fo darkc Hal,thatthou couldefl not fee thy hand. 

Vrin, Thefe lies are like their father that begets them, groflé as 
a mountainc,open,palpable. Why thou clay-btaind guts, thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horefbn obfcene greafie tallow- catch. 

Falft. What art thou mad ? art thou mad i is not thc truththe 
truth? 

Vr. Why,how couldfi thouknow tVieic men in Kendal grcene 
when it vvas Ib darke thou couldft not fee thy hand, come tell vs 
yourreafon.Whatfayeft thou to this ? 

Po. Come your reafon, Iacke.your reafon. 

Falft. What,vppon compulfion ;Zoundes, and I were atthe 
firappado,or all the räckes in thc worlde, 1 would not tell you on 
compulfion, Giue you a reafon on compulfion ? if reafons were 
as plentifull as blackberries } I would giue no man a reafon vppon 
compulfion, I. 

P rin. Ile be no longerguiltie of this finne. This fanguine co- 
ward,thisbed -prefler, this hoffe-backe-breaker, this hugebill 
of flefh. 

Fa. Zbloud you ftarueling,you elfskin,you dried neatftong,you 
bulfpizzle, youfiockfifh: O för breath to vtterwhatislikethee, 
youtailersyard,you fiheath,youbowcafo,you vile ftandingtuck. 

Vrin. Wcl,breath a while,and then to it againe,and when thou 
haft tired thy lélfe in bafe cotnparilons heat e mee fpeake but this, 
Vo. Marke iacke. , 

Vrin. We two faw you fbure fet on fbure, and bound them and 
were maifters ofthcir wcalthtmarke now how a plaine tale fliall 
putyou downe, then did vvce two let on you foure, and with a 
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worde,outfac*t you from your prize,& haue it, yea & can ftiew 
itvouhereinthehoufesand Falftalffeyoucamedyourguts a- 
way as nimbly,with as quicke dexteritte,& roard for mercy ,and 
ftil run and roai d.as euer lheard bul-calf. What a fiaue art thou 
to hacke thy fworde as thou haft done ? and then % it vvas in 
fioht What tricke i what deuice ? what ftarting hole canlt thou 
now find out,to hide theefrom this open and apparant (hamc? 

Vo. Come,letshearc iacke, what trickehaft thou now ? 

Falft By thc Lord,I kne w y e as wel as he that m ade ye, Why 
heare you my maifters, was it for me to killthe heire apparant ? 

• (hould I turne vpon the true prince ? why thou kno wcft I am as 
yaliantas Herculesrbut bewareinftinft, the lion will not touch 
the true prince, inftinäis agreat matter. I was now a cowarde 
on inftinét, I (hall thinkc the better of my felfe, and thee duruig 
my lifé 51 fora valiant lion, and thou for a true prince: but by 
the Lord ,lads, I am glad you haue the money, Hoftcfle clapto 
the doores, watch to night, ptay to morrowe, gallants, lads, 
boyes, hcartsofgolde, all the titlesof good fellowfhip come 
to you. What ftiall wee bee merrie, fhall wee haue a play ex¬ 
tern pore? 

P rin. Content,and the argument (hall bee thy running away. 

Falft. A,no more ofthat Hal and thou loueft m e.Enter boftefc 

Ho. O Iefu, my Lord the prince 1 

P rin. How now my lady thc hofteffe, what faift thou to me ? 

Ho. Marry my Lo.therc is a noble man ofthecoutt atdoorc 
would fpeake with youthe fäies he commes from your father • 

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a roy all man s and 
fend him backe againe to my mother. 

Fal. What maner ofman is he ? 

Hof. An olde man, 

FalJlSNhax. doth grauitie out of his bed at midnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwere? 

P rin, Preethe do iacke, Fa. Faith and ile fond him packing. 

Exit. 

Prin. Now firs, birlady you fought fairejo did you Peto, fo 
didyouBardol,you are lions,toyou ranaway vpon inftinft,you 
will not touch the true prince,no fie. 

Bar. Faith Iran when I faw others runne, 

E Vrin. 
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